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FOREWORD 

the  following  twenty-four  sonnets,  ten  have 
not  before  been  printed,  and  fourteen  have 
been  revised  or  converted  into  sonnet  form  from 
short  poems  since  their  original  publication  in  the 
"Songs  of  Lucilla"  (out  of  print)  in  1901. 
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TO  FANCY 

O  GLORIOUS  Moth  of  moody  Fantasy! 
Fretting  the  mortal  garment  of  the  mind, 
With  passionate  heat  and  cold  perplexity 
Of  sanguine  thought  and  feeling  undefined ! 
That  prey'st  on  spirits  sensitive  and  frail, 
For  the  dim  splendours  of  thy  damask  bloom, — 
Leaving  dull  natures  in  impervious  mail 
Of  common-place,  at  leisure  to  consume ! 
O  winged  Fancy!  that  the  soul's  wild  flame 
Gulfs  in  the  brightness  of  its  dazzling  beam  ! — 
O  blessed  thief  of  time !  (whose  theft  none  blame) 
Our  days  that  shortenest  by  thy  shadowy  dream, — 

How  shouldst  thou  fear  to  haste  "Life's  fitful  fever,' 
That  round  its  Sacred  Lamp  circlest  for  ever ! 


DEAD  LEAVES 

T^HESE  shrivelled  leaves  that  crunch  along  the  ground, 
1  (In  summer  whose  low  rustling  wooed  the  sky !) 
Put  me  in  mind  of  the  harsh  grating  sound 
With  which  we  mock  the  speech  of  Greece  gone  by ; 
And  when  entranced  I  read  line  after  line, 
By  burning  Sappho  or  sad  Bion  sung, 
I  grieve  to  think  what  music  most  divine 
Is  lost  for  ever  in  their  golden  tongue ; 
And  how  it  sounded  once  with  every  grace 
Of  fervent  feeling  and  impassioned  tone, 
Spoke  by  some  fair  youth  of  that  glorious  race 
Who  of  all  men  were  like  the  gods  alone  ; — 

But  now  whose  songs,  from  the  World's  Morning-prime, 
Have  drifted  to  grave  paths  of  Aftertime! 
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AFTER  READING  «  OTHELLO  " 

ONCE  more  of  Desdemona  and  the  Moor 
I  read,  from  that  first  aching  ecstasy 
Of  utmost  bliss,  that:  "If 'twere  now  to  die," 
Until  its  "fineless"  wealth  waxed  "winter-poor" 
From  the  sharp  pinch  of  damned  pining  doubt ; 
Of  fond  love  blown  to  Heaven  without  remorse, 
By  vengeance,  desperate,  bloody,  demon-hoarse ; 
And  fatal  anguish  for  the  light  put  out : 

And  then  it  seemed  as  though  some  great  storm  fell, 
Lulled  by  the  sound  of  lamentable  rain ; 
And  at  the  close — as  once  before — again 
I  thought  in  heaving  silence  I  could  hear 
Half-stifled  sobs,  but  know  not  whence  they  were, — 
If  human,  or  of  pitiful  souls  in  Hell ! 
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LOSS  AND  COMPENSATION 

AS  when  some  Autumn's  eve  one  sets  ablaze 
The  pile,  laid  ready  on  the  burnished  dogs, 
'Tis  good  to  watch  the  lithe  flame,  siege  that  lays, 
And  loth  surrender  of  the  stubborn  logs ; 
But  while  a  sense  of  deep  indulgence  springs 
From  listening  spellbound  to  its  weird  discourse, 
(Like  some  Familiar  Spirit  of  household  things !) 
Its  comfort  smites  us  with  a  keen  remorse 
For  the  marred  glory  of  the  ancient  grove, 
Where  gaping  daylight  desecrates  the  glooms : 
So,  Sweet,  because  this  fire  of  wedded  love 
Our  single  loves  like  fuel  sear  consumes, — 

We  sigh,  while  gladdest  of  its  glowing  beams, 
For  those  dim  forests  of  our  first  sweet  dreams ! 


LOVE'S  ALARUM 

WHEN  your  swift  word  my  spirit  took  unarmed 
Against  the  sudden,  sharp  assault  of  joy, 
My  swooning  sense  with  shadowy  noises  swarmed ! — 
Of  care-dispersing  viol  and  haut-boy, 
And  sound  of  rain  to  some  parched  Land  that  comes, — 
When  roaring  fire  its  forests  devastates, 
And  fearless  music  of  shrill  fifes  and  drums, 
That  tells  of  rescue  to  beleaguered  gates, 
And  solemn-sounding  deep-boomed  dizzy  din 
Of  feast-day  bells,  with  clamorous  clang  and  chime, 
Like  gold-voiced  oracles  that  usher  in 
The  dreamed  happiness  in  the  hoards  of  Time ! 

So  full  of  comfort,  to  my  longing  ear, 
The  cry  of  Love  came, — the  Deliverer ! 


THE  MIGHTY  UNF ALLEN 

LIKE  to  the  Titans,  that  of  old  rebelled 
'Gainst  the  young  god,  who  might  not  be  withstood, 
(Dreaming  his  dazzling  glory  could  be  quelled, 
By  strength  of  their  stupendous  brotherhood  !) 
The  forest-giants  of  the  wood  and  field 
That  with  the  wind  have  battled  all  night  long, 
And  borne  its  utmost  brunt,  denying  to  yield 
Their  ancient  kingdom,  staggered  stand,  but  strong ; 
And  though  the  drops,  with  which  their   leaves   are 

decked, 

Sparkle  like  diamonds,  now  the  storm  has  ceased ; 
And  from  the  mad  night,  many  that  has  wrecked, 
Or  reft  of  limbs,  they  shine  as  from  a  feast, 

They  know  that  in  the  end  they  must  give  place 

To  Heaven's  bright  god,  and  doomed  is  their  huge  Race! 


THE  ROOKS'  CAW 

r  I  'HE  rooks'  loud  caw  is,  to  the  inlander, 

I  As  the  sea's  voice  to  dwellers  by  the  sea, 
Its  homely  music  sounds  all  through  the  year, 
And  with  all  seasons  does  as  well  agree : 
How  cheerful  some  fine  April  morn  it  seems ! 
And  on  some  misty  Autumn  afternoon 
How  passing-drowsy !  'Twixt  the  year's  extremes, 
With  each  month's  changing  mood  it  keeps  in  tune ; 
From  when  the  pulse  of  summer  proudly  beats, 
And  the  high-mounting  sap  is  uppermost, 
To  when,  by  starved  marches  it  retreats 
From  stern  pursuit  of  rigorous  winter's  frost : 

It  lulls  the  inlander  the  whole  year  round, 

As  dwellers  by  the  sea,  the  sea's  unceasing  sound ! 


HEAT  WITHOUT  SHADOW 

T3HOEBUS  when  full  he  flameth  on  the  world, 
1      — For  fear  his  beams  might  scorch  or  wither  it- 
Biddeth  the  forest  leaves  be  all  unfurled, 

And  closer  on  the  ground  the  shadows  knit; 
But  the  fierce  sun  of  unassuaged  love, 

The  spirit  that  consumes  with  frenzied  fire, 
No  shade  affords  of  pyramid,  or  palm-grove, 

In  all  the  arid  desert  of  desire ; 
Nor  bates  the  pride  of  his  imperious  heats 

For  any  branching  tree,  or  buttressed  wall ; 
But,  on  the  soul's  bare  plain,  unpitying  beats ; 

And  best  it  were  he  never  shone  at  all, 

If  for  his  burning  summer  be  not  sent 
The  blessed  shadow  of  the  heart's  content ! 
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THE  CUCKOO'S  NOTE 

AS,  in  the  temperate  airs  of  April-time, 
The  Cuckoo's  call  sends  through  each  sense  a  thrill 
Of  swift  anticipation  of  the  prime, 
That,  ere  it  ceases,  Summer  must  fulfil ; 
But  when  (like  snow  dissolving  on  the  ground) 
The  windflowers  waste  in  warmth  of  later  sweets, 
Men  grieve  to  think  how,  soon,  grown  hoarse,  its  sound 
Shall  be  the  burthen  of  the  brazen  heats : 
So  when  afresh  falls  on  the  poet's  ear 
Returning  Fancy's  oft-invoked  Voice, 
His  wild  blood  leaps,  its  summons  new  to  hear ! 
But  next  he  sighs — in  midst  e'en  to  rejoice — 

Knowing  (through  many  a  feverish  day  and  night) 
The  fervours  that  must  quench  its  first  delight ! 


VENICE 

VENICE !  thy  name,  even  in  thine  own  sweet  speech, 
Hath  not  the  magic  of  its  sound  in  ours, — 
Smooth  as  the  waters  where  thy  domes  and  towers 
Lie  mirrored,  quite  away  from  the  sea's  reach ! 
City  with  cool  reflections  paved,  that  pass 
Like  floating  vapours,  or  for  ever  pause, 
By  bridge,  and  palace,  like  to  lustrous  flaws 
In  the  clear  jewel  of  thy  liquid  glass ! — 

Haply  thou  deemst,  by  us,  of  the  stern  North, 
Thy  stately  grace  may  not  be  understood, — 
Unmindful  how  our  Turner's  ardent  mood 
With  fires  of  visioned  splendour  decked  thee  forth 
And  as  he  saw  thee,  through  his  soul's  gold  flame 
Such  seemst  thou  in  this  quivering  queenly  name ! 
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AS  DIONYSUS 

WHEN  from  thy  red  lips  leaps  that  cruel  white, 
Methinks  I  see  the  chlamys  round  thee  flung,- 
And  that  dead  vine  leaves  thy  dark  locks  among, 
With  purple  clusters  mock  my  swooning  sight! 
Then  from  thy  mien  a  sculptor  might  divine 
The  Dionysus  of  Praxiteles, — 
And  rather  than  thyself  my  fancy  sees 
The  god,  who  slakes  men's  thirst  with  wistful  wine : 

And  I  (thy  worshipper)  am  not  ashamed 
To  quaff  thy  gift,  that  reason  vanquisheth, 
In  love's  intoxication  deep  as  death ; — 
Till  like  those  frantic  Maenads,  never-tamed, 
Raving  and  frenzied  at  thy  feet  I  fall, 
In  passion's  blind  and  riotous  bacchanal ! 


SEA-SHORES 

ON  furthest  shores  the  sea,  at  ebb,  lays  bare, 
By  crystal  pools  with  mimic  grots  and  caves, 
We  roved  as  children,  seeking  sea-things  rare, 
While  yet  in  leash  were  held  the  whining  waves ; 
But  when  like  bloodhounds  baying,  tuned  like  bells, 
They  came  in  swift  pursuit  at  turn  of  tide, — 
Dispersing  (as  the  dreary  dawn  dispels 
Dream  after  dream)  the  haunts  where  sea-nymphs  hide ; 
With  footsteps  loth  at  last  we  had  to  speed 
From  those  enchanted  sands  where  first  we  played, 
To  shores  of  common  shells,  and  coarse  seaweed : — 
So  as  each  year  renews  Time's  ceaseless  raid, 

And  drives  us  back,  (with  still-increasing  haste) 
Still  we  gaze  seaward  to  Life's  sands  effaced ! 
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ON  NATURE 

IT  is  in  vain  for  mortals  to  adore 
At  Her  High  Altar ! — for  warm  tears  to  start 
As  tribute  paid  Her,  who  for  evermore 
Is  heedless,  unapproachable,  apart ! 
In  vain  with  poignant  tenderness  we  yearn 
O'er  the  dear  miracle  of  some  small  bird's  nest, 
For  Nature's  language  we  can  never  learn 
To  let  our  love's  compassion  be  exprest; 
In  vain  Imagination's  ardent  heats 
Thrill  with  her  raptures,  or  throb  with  her  throes,- 
Like  to  the  fierce  midsummer-sun  that  beats 
Upon  the  mountain-tops'  unmelting  snows : 

Yet  poets  still  their  fervent  lips  shall  press 
On  the  cold  cheek  of  her  unconsciousness ! 
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TO  THE  NIGHTJAR 

NIGHTJAR!  that  croonest  from  thy  thirsty  throat 
Weird  incantations  at  the  wane  of  light, 
What  ominous  intervals  are  in  thy  note, — 
Followed  by  clappings  of  fantastic  flight ! 
The  same  in  sultry  lands  that  thou  hast  trilled, 
And  parched  and  baked  through  with  their  burning  sun ; 
Is  it  a  dirge  for  Summer's  day  fulfilled, — 
Or  warning  of  the  breathless  night  begun  ? 
Thy  chant  reverberates  over  heath  and  wood 
In  Evening's  stillness,  now  far-off,  now  near, 
And  to  the  boding  heart  portends  no  good, 
But  checks  its  course  with  some  chill  nameless  fear : 

Nor  all  night  long  do  those  hoarse  notes  abate 
Their  whirring, — like  the  spinning-wheel  of  Fate ! 
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AT  BEESTON  CASTLE 

NOW   March  flings  wide  the  horizon's   shrunken 
scope, 

And  rends  the  seamless  shroud  that  veiled  the  skies  ; 
And  in  the  field's  starved  unprophetic  slope 
Wind  flower  and  primrose  open  wondering  eyes ; 
The  trees'  branched  stems  still  stretching  gaunt  in  air, 
Summer's  fresh,  floating  foliage  soon  shall  hide, — 
Like  barren  rocks — at  the  sea's  ebb  laid  bare — 
Once  more  submerged  by  the  returning  tide ; 
The  rooks  are  busy  carrying  sticks  and  straw, 
To  build,  up  the  old  castle's  crag-reach'd  height, 
And  fill  the  air  with  their  loud  clamorous  caw ; — 
And  faint  and  wistful — now  the  sullen  blight 

Has  lifted,  that  so  long  opprest  the  Plain — 
The  Welsh  Hills  greet  our  famished  gaze  again ! 
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SHAKESPEARE'S  EULOGISTS 

THE  feast  not  vouch'd  with  welcome  given  is  sold 
He  said,  who  gladly  gave  us  of  his  best, — 
Most  sumptuous  fare  with  art  consummate  drest, 
And  served  in  lordly  dishes  of  pure  gold ; 
And  we  by  his  most  royal  regale  made  bold, 
Would  speak  our  thanks,  as   some  proud,  honoured 

guest 

To  princely  host,  but  still  leave  unexprest 
The  deep  content,  that  never  can  be  told : 

Or  more  like  one  revelling  in  Summer's  prime, 
Who  scars  some  beech-trunk  idly  with  his  knife, 
Graving  his  name  deep  in  the  wood's  smooth  grain, — 
As  who  would  say  to  men  of  after-time : 
"  I  too  beneath  these  leafy  boughs  have  lain, 
Tranced  by  the  rustling  of  this  tree  of  Life !  " 
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FAME  EMBALMER 

THE  men  of  Egypt  old  embalmed  their  kings. 
And  built  them  vaulted  tombs  and  pyramids  vast, 
And  laid  with  them  their  most-prized  costly  things ; 
But  these  have  been  despoiled  for  ages  past ; 
And  now  their  bodies  (once  denied  to  worms) 
Have  been  borne  off  from  their  old  burial-place, 
That  gaping  crowds  might  view  the  mummied  forms 
Of  mighty  Pharaohs  of  the  sun-sprung  race. 
The  kings  of  thought  endure  after  they  die, — 
(Though  but  a  beggar's  shroud  their  bones  enfold) 
Embalmed  by  fame,  that  mocks  mortality ; 
And  to  their  graves  take  gifts  more  rare  than  gold : 

But  these  for  evermore  within  the  grave 

Lie  buried, — being  the  gifts  the  gods  once  gave ! 


IN  CHRYSALIS  MONTHS 

BEHIND  these  dense  airs  throb  the  host  of  Heaven, 
And  of  their  leaden  mass,  (ribbed  line  on  line), 
Gold  shores  shall  glow,  in  sunset-seas  of  Even, 
And  in  dim  lands  of  Dawn,  snow-mountains  shine ! 
And  o'er  these  woods  and  meadows  of  no  hue, 
(That  now  in  the  sky's  stupor  acquiesce) 
Green-wreathed  April  sweetest  flowers  shall  strew 
And  Summer-night  steal  like  a  Sorceress ! 
So  with  the  "  winter  of  our  discontent "  : 
Though  by  no  breath  the  stagnant  mind  be  stirred ; 
Though  in  Song's  vaporous  shroud  be  seen  no  rent, 
And  sullen  mists  the  soul's  horizon  gird, — 

The  brain's  gray  cells  with  Nature's  self  shall  vie, 
And  be  the  faery-court  of  fantasy ! 
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COCKCROW 

DREAR  Cockcrow !  haply  first  at  fast-shut  ears 
That  knock'st,  of  thousands  of  the  Miserable, 
From  rest,  to  lives  most  wretched  to  recall, 
Of  penury  and  toil  and  hopeless  tears ; 
Rousing  them  harshly  with  relentless  cry, 
Like  to  a  trumpet  from  the  truce  of  night, 
To  the  forced  march,  or  unavailing  fight 
With  merciless  Fates  that  have  the  mastery : 

Thy  shrill  call  breaks  the  magic  spell  of  sleep, 
(The  knit  brow  with  forgetfulness  that  binds) 
And  like  the  deafening  horn  that  o'er  the  deep 
Sends  warning  blasts  to  seamen  in  distress, 
Each  morn  it  heralds  to  men's  cumbered  minds 
The  same  coast,  ruthless  imminent, — Consciousness ! 
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FAERY-CHARMED 

THEY  say  when  folk  are  by  the  faeries  charmed, 
No  more  with  thought  of  love  their  bosom  thrills, 
No  more  by  grief  they  may  be  hurt  or  harmed, — 
Their  mortal  blood  runs  cold  as  mountain-rills; 
And  the  heart's  passions  like  to  ice  congeal ; 
And  dried  up  is  the  burning  spring  of  tears ; 
And  human  sympathy  no  more  they  feel, 
Nor  vain  regret,  that  most  the  mind  outwears : 

And  as  they  dance,  with  faeries,  over  glen 

And  mountain  (flecked  with  moonlight's  silver  floes) 

Oh !  must  they  not  with  mere  compunction  ache 

To  feel  once  more  the  friendliness  of  men ; 

And  their  heart's  hungry  solitude  to  slake 

With  life's  sweet  cares, — or  sumptuous  lovers'-woes  ! 
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ON  WEBSTER'S  "DUCHESS  OF  MALFY' 

BY  Shakespeare,  when  he  towers  in  tragedy, 
How  much  so  ever  we  are  rapt  and  wrought, 
Still  as  spe&ators  at  some  triumph  of  thought 
We  stand  aside,  to  watch  its  train  sweep  by ; 
But  Webster  in  the  words  of  this  old  play, 
(Despite  the  strange  unnatural  martyrdom 
Of  love  by  tyrannous  pride)  comes  nearer  home 
To  our  own  intimate  lives  of  every  day : 

And  if  that  First  one's  muse  the  stars  would  borrow, 

The  heavens  to  illustrate  of  his  tragic  night, 

The  lesser,  as  with  kindlier  candle-light, 

Makes  sweet  the  gloom  of  a  most  sombre  sorrow ; 

And  sometimes  he  will  touch  our  hearts  so  near, 

We  seem  no  more  to  read,  but  overhear ! 
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ON  DELIUS'S  SONGS 

"  LONGING  "  MORE  ESPECIALLY 

SO  Art  is  endless ! — Till  these  strains  I  heard, 
I  thought  that  Music,  with  fierce  maenad  feet, 
From  her  wine-press  had  crushed  out  all  the  sweet, 
Nor  any  subtle  vein  left  unaverred ; 
But  their  pure  beauty  seems  a  thing  apart ; 
And  when  first  at  its  source  my  thirst  I  slaked 
I  said  that  never  so  before  had  ached 
The  spirits  too  great  grown  for  my  straitened  heart : 

And  as  my  ear  drinks  of  these  songs'  rare  wine, 
(Sung  by  some  voice  that  most  inspiredly  sings) 
I  say :  "  I  love  this  best "  of  each  last  song, — 
Yet  most  of  all  I  count  as  very  mine 
That  one  called  "  Longing  "  (that  so  makes  one  long !) 
Whose  haunting  chords  strike  even  on  my  own  heart- 
strings. 


THE  POET  AND  HIS  CRITICS 

AS  one  that  hath  with  spells  of  summer-noon 
Conspired  to  lay  the  irksome  body  asleep, — 
That  so  mere  consciousness  might  drink  more  deep 
The  subtle  bliss  of  being's  essential  boon ; 
And  in  thought's  mellow  thaw  half  fears  to  find 
That  life  's  a  dream  indeed,  but  some  shrewd  thing,- 
Rough  smart  of  rankling  herb,  or  insecYs  sting, 
Sourly  confirms  its  sweet  truth  to  his  mind : 

A  poet  drowsy  from  a  draught  of  praise, — 
The  dear  award  of  arduous  poesy 
Feared  it  some  phantom  joy  that  mocks  control, — 
Till  one  voice  that  its  waspish  buzz  must  raise 
To  vex  his  slumbers  (like  some  venomous  fly), 
Made  sure  the  sumptuous  banquet  of  his  soul ! 
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FIRST  FROSTS 

1HAVE  grown  sick  of  Summer's  serene  skies, 
And  wearied  of  her  never-weary  smile ; 
Nor  would  I  follow  her  as  the  swallow  flies 
In  far  pursuit,  no !  not  one  watery  mile ; — 
I,  who  have  listened,  hour  by  hour  spellbound, 
To  the  loud-growing  hum  of  laggard  bees, 
Laugh  now  to  find,  loose-littered  on  the  ground, 
The  powdery  spoils  of  Spanish  chestnut-trees, 
And  see  the  gusts  of  air  in  turbulent  mood 
Ruffling  their  leaves,  the  frost  shall  soon  make  sear 
While  some  strange  icy  ardour  thrills  my  blood 
With  eager  thoughts  of  death :  for  Age  draws  near, 

And  first  gray  hairs  attest  my  growing  old,— 
As  changing  leaves  of  Winter's  coming  Cold ! 


PRESS  OPINIONS 

(SONGS  OF  LUCILLA) 

"The  author  of  these  verses  shows  a  very  considerable  power  of 
writing.  She  has  not  merely  the  accomplishments  of  style  and  melody, 
but  has  a  way  of  attacking  her  subject  which  shows  real  power." — 
Spectator,  1901. 

"  The  Sonnets  are  notable  less  for  formal  rectitude  than  for  origin- 
ality and  force  of  expression,  and  in  'Loss  and  Compensation/ 
and  *  Heat  without  Shadow,'  there  is  something  more  stimulating 
than  the  colourless  competence  of  the  merely  accomplished  sonneteer. 
'The  Mighty  Unfallen'  is  powerful  .  .  .  and,  after  reading  'Othello,' 
has  some  fine  lines,  and  hardly  strikes  one  as  inadequate." — 
Manchester  Guardian,  1901. 

"The  thought  is  often  rendered  with  quite  admirable  simplicity 

It  is  the  longer  line,  the  graver  measure  that  she  uses  with  the  most 
complete  success  .  .  .  many  of  her  figures,  such  as  'Cock-crow'  are 
vivid  enough  to  deserve  quoting." — Morning  Post. 

"The  whole  sonnet  'To  Fancy'  is  what  a  sonnet  should  be;  the 
image  of  a  mood  caught  and  seized  and  moulded  into  a  beautiful 
form,  written  with  fire  in  the  soul  and  ice  in  the  brain.  Another 
splendid  sonnet  is  « In  Chrysalis  Months.' " — LORD  ALFRED  DOUGLAS 
in  the  Academy. 
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